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LEAVES 



In my apple-orchard, 

In the oldest tree, 

Fall has hidden gold leaves. 

I looked into the hollow 

And saw no apples, 

Only leaves with frost on them 

Like marble tilings, 

Like jeweled tables 

Yet there was ho gold no marble . . . 

Only leaves covered with frost 

That sparkled the way my thought told me. 

RIVER 

Something wanders among the mountains, 

Something ripples along forget-me-not fields, 

Something cries when birds go south, 

Something curves its golden sand-bar 

Like the handle of a purple sword. 

If I speak strangely 

Do not wonder: 

Something is looking for a castle 

Made of seaweed, shells and coral, 

Where the sea curls 

Under the sunrise. 

THE CELLAR 

I love my queer cellar with its dusty smell, 

Its misty smell like smoke-fringes 

From clouds blowing past; 

With its shelves of jam and goodies, 

With its boxes barrels 

Woodpiles here and there. 

There is a passageway 

To an unknown room 

Where bins hold carrots and things. 

There are glass doors that bang, 

And cobweb windows. 

I love the quietness of my cellar 



[203] 



